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First Kiss, Last Kiss 


Way past the breakers, past the point of shivering, | was growing numb. The icy exhaustion finally 
overwhelmed me. My eyelids felt heavy ... too heavy ... too much effort . . . struggling to pull in a breath 


A sudden sensation of the presence of someone else forced my eyes open 

A beach. Warm, damp sand against my cheek provided a point of reference for the sideways world. 

| watched him approach from the distance, slowly, but without hesitation in his step. The outline of his body 
grew bigger and bigger against the cloudless sky. The tails of his coat flapped in the salty breeze. The sun and 
the wind danced in his hair—long and shiny. And black. 

| could make out the trail of his bare feet. Every now and then a wave claimed again a part of the wet strip 


of the sand and washed away his footprints. Just like that, one second they were there, the next second they 


were gone. 


How appropriate. 

How beautiful. 

How beautiful he was. 

His eyes—when he lowered himself to his knees next to me and looked into mine-his eyes stole a breath from 
me. You know the feeling you get in a dream, of staring into the bottom of nothingness? Like it's going to suck 
you in, and you're going to lose yourself in it and never find your way back out? 

| had never looked into his eyes from that close before. 


And now he was here, by my side. | rolled onto my back, opened my arms, eased my head back on the sand. 


He laid his hand on my chest. It rose and fell with my breath. Only now | noticed his fingernails, with a pattern 


of skulls on the black polish. Some sense of humor. 


Strangely, warmth radiated off his palm, seeped through the thin foam of my wetsuit. His other hand brushed 


the sand off my cheek and snaked around my neck. Giving in to it, | sat up, then came up on my knees. 


We were kneeling in front of each other, with just inches between us. The edge of fear somewhere in the 


depth of my mind dissolved. Did | trust him? God, yes. With my life, and with my soul. 


| leaned into him, making those inches disappear. And, as if forgetting that we weren't naked, | felt his naked 


skin on mine. He was warm all over, his thighs, his stomach, his chest, his hands. 


He set his hands on my cheeks. | caught a glimpse of sadness in his eyes, but then he pulled my head closer 


and brushed his lips over mine. 


That first touch-tentative, and barely there-jolted through my body. | shivered, but not from cold this time. 
He pulled away a little, his hands still burning on my cheeks. 


My lips tingled. | parted them in invitation. He smiled. For a moment his eyes lit up and | heard his thoughts: 


Don't rush. We have all the time we want. 
We had eternity, | knew. 


Slowly, the tip of his tongue marked a path from my forehead, down the side of my face, to the corner of my 
mouth. It circled my lips, teasing, not giving in to my hunger, not just yet. 


A moan bubbled out of my throat. His face swam out of focus. | inhaled my own breath echoing off his lips. 


"You know why l'm here?" 


| didn't know if he really asked that, or if it was all in my mind. "Yes," | whispered, 

| was ready for it, but | wasn't. 

His tongue invaded my mouth like a predator, scraped against the roof of my mouth, hunted down my tongue, 
tangled around it, trapped it. His teeth clashed against mine. his lips ground against my lips, pushing and 
bruising. 

It hurt, but it didn't. 

| couldn't see his eyes anymore and | couldn't think and | couldn't feel anything but the kiss and even if | could 
have, it wouldn't have mattered because nothing mattered anymore, there was nothing else but his lips with 
their hardness and their vehement persistence. 

He tasted like salt. And wind. And wet sand. And all the lust in the world 


With my mouth open and his mouth closed around it, | inhaled him as if he were my oxygen. 


His body hard against me, his arms cradled me. My hands swept down his back, dug into his hips. It was 
impossible to get closer to him, but | did | pushed myself into his body, melted into him, and let my mind go. 


lm yours. 
His lips gently withdrew. | didn't feel their touch, but | still felt their heat. 


He stood, then pulled me up. Our hands clasped. There was no escape from his grip, even if | had wanted it. 


Without a last thought | let him lead me away from the sunlight and into the intimate darkness. 


When they found my body-my lungs full of salt water, seaweed entwined with my tongue and tangled around 
my fingers-they said | had drowned with a smile on my face. 


(end) 


